CHAPTER   TWENTY-TWO
DEATH   OF   KING   GEORGE   V
King George V died, as he had lived, with his mind upon
his duty. There was no drama in his going; he died slowly,
on a crisp, January morning. His last duty had been per-
formed during the day; a scene which the Archbishop of
Canterbury described later, in the House of Lords. "He was
propped up in his chair, looking so grave and thin.'* The
Order constituting the Council of State was placed before
him. "He gave, in his old clear tone the command, 'Ap-
proved.' Then he made deliberate and repeated efforts, that
were most pathetic, to sign this last State paper, with his own
hand.
"Then, when the effort was too great, he turned with a
kindly and kingly smile to his Council. It was a scene that
those of us who beheld it will never forget.... in his last
conscious hours his thoughts were for the claims of duty."
In the seven months of life since the Jubilee, King George
had enjoyed a new kind of happiness. His son's friendship
with Mrs. Simpson was a perpetual grief to him, and the
Prince's presence in his father's house brought little peace.
But the unexpected devotion which had been shown the King
during the Jubilee seemed to be a compensation: it had
seemed to unlock a new door in him and release a wistful
gaiety which showed itself in simple ways. He had never
cared much for the theatre, but he went, several times, and
one day, he proposed himself for a matinee.
Queen Mary was associated with the King in this devotion
inspired by the Jubilee. She was described in an American
journal as "one of the few altogether admirable figures of
our time/' This was the closing theme of their story together.
They shared distress and disappointment over their son, but
they were consoled in knowing that their married life to-
gether had taught a lesson to the world—a lesson that
spread to the farthest edges of civilisation. People turned
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